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A Sampler
by CARLHANSEN
Note: Seventy years after his death the Danish-born writer Carl
Hansen (1860-1916) remains, among those who read Danish, a
highly valued interpreter of the immigrant experience in the United
States. Hansen was the subject of two articles in earlier issue (Vol.
2:1, 1979) of The Bridge. His short stories and one novel are
together a landmark in the American literature written in Danish ,
but the books have become inaccessible to many and, as to
language, closed to a large audience who would appreciate his
ability to sketch Danish-American personalities and lives. In Tyler,
Minnesota, where he lived until 1910, and later in Oregon and
Washington states, he was a personality to be reckoned with. To
introduce Carl Hansen the man and writer to those who have not
met him before we provide here translations of three pieces. The
first, by Eiler Hansen, is a memory of Carl Hansen written shortly
after his death . "My Father" was originally published Salomons
Almanak for 1917 (Danish Publishing House of the Pacific Coast:
Seattle). "The Jackrabbit " (Haren) appeared in landsmamd (Dansk
Boghandels Forlag : Cedar Falls, Iowa 1908), and "The Streetcar
Motorman" (Sporvognskusken) in Nisqually. Biografier - Skitsker Fortzllinger og Overszttelser (Nationale Forfatteres Forlag:
Copenhagen 1912). ed .

MY FATHER
by EILERHANSEN
For a number of years my father was justice of the peace in
Tyler. When the local authorities , which consisted of a reliable
Dane named Peter Thomsen, had arrested a law-breaker, the
offender was taken before Father. Instead of throwing him in jail or
fining him and thus take his last bit of money , Father preferred to
subject the person to a fiery lecture, hand down a stiff decision and
then suspend the sentence on the condition of good conduct in the
future.
There was the time Peter Thomsen arrested a Copenhagener.
The man had been drunk and caused a commotion in a saloon . He
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was a big and stout fellow, but one whose features were marred by
the signs of alcoholism. A real hooligan. The next day he was led
into Father's parlor.
As always when there were legal proceedings, Peter Thomsen
was very officious. Father was somber and stern. The tough was
uncomfortable in the presence of the fine furniture and the thick
carpet on the floor. All three of them sat down and the interrogation began.
"Your name?," Father asked.
"Peter Mogensen, also known by the name Fisher Boy."
"Do you come from a good family?"
"Yes, I should say so, my wife sold fish at the market on ... "
"Were you drunk, fighting and disturbing the peace in a
saloon?" Father was getting his temper up.
"Naw, damn it, now you are on the wrong track. I wasn't
drunk. I had just come to town and met some of my friends and
countrymen, so we had a few since I hadn't seen my fellow Danes
for several years - naw, I wasn't drunk."
"Were you fighting?"
"Naw, I didn't. Can a person really fight with his friends, huh?"
Then came the thunderstorm. Peter Thomsen folded his hands.
He often said it was a joy to hear Carl Hansen give them a talking
to. And Father talked to the offender:
"You scoundrel! You disgusting idiot! You are from Denmark,
from the country we love and cherish. You come storming into a
Danish colony and on all of us you leave a black mark that we will
never get erased. You sing rowdy Danish songs in the streets and
make your country and your people look foolish. You are tearing
down what we others are building up, you mindless codfish! You
fight with your fellow Danes. You are a disgrace to the community,
and the community is what we are concerned about. We don't
allow a stranger, and especially not a Dane, to create a disturbance
without paying for it dearly. Have you anything to say before
judgment is pronounced?"
"Well, it probably won't do any good. But I would like to know
whether the community filled my stomach the times I have been
hungry. Or when I needed a bed, did the community provide one?
Nope, damn it, it never did. And if I now want to have a round
with my countrymen,
what the hell do I care about the
community?"
Peter Thomsen was struck with dismay. He tightened his grip
on the handcuffs he held. The hooligan continued:
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"Stick me in jail if you want to; fine me if you wish. That's what
I am used to. But don't preach to me about disgrace and trouble for
the community. What you ought to do is give me twenty-five cents.
Then I'll go and drink a final toast with my buddies and then leave
town."
Peter Thomsen jumped up in a state of horrified official zeal and
wanted to put the cuffs on the tough.
But Father stopped him. The hard expression on Father's face
changed into a calm, good-natured smile. He grasped the tough' s
hand, fished a quarter out of his pocket and gave it to him.
"So long, Fisher Boy," he said, "say hello to your buddies for
me."
****
There was the time when I was still in high school that the
professor came and visited my father. Whenever the professor
came to see Father it was always about a weighty matter, and
sometimes fateful for me personally. I had made it a habit on these
occasions to hide behind the drapes where I could see and hear
what was going on. Already at that time I believed in "preparedness." Even though it was going on six o'clock Father was still
wearing his robe; he was working on Pra?riefolkat that time.
Father was massive and slow, and with his expressive face and
dignified manner he contrasted sharply with the thin, pale-skinned
professor with his boyish looks, piercing eyes and catlike
movements.
They talked about totally unimportant things and I was about
to retreat in relief when the professor suddenly fixed his gleaming
eyes on Father and blurted toward him in a piercing voice:
"Do you think Eiler smokes?"
Father took a few short puffs on his pipe and quietly and calmly
said:
"Not only do I think so, I know so."
"Do you put up with it?"
Father hummed reflectively a little.
"Yes, after all, he has to put up with the fact that I smoke."
"I wish you would forbid him to smoke." Father sat up straight
in his chair. He laid his pipe aside.
"I do not forbid my sons anything. I myself spend most of the
day with a pipe in my mouth. What right do I have to say to my
son, 'you may not do what I do.' No, we parents must behave in
such a way that our children enjoy our company. Let us suppose
that he got the idea to forbid me to smoke, what then? I have never
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forced my children to go to school or church, nor can I forbid them
to smoke or rob them of their freedom to make their own
decisions."
''Yes, but it is harmful to him."
"It's also harmful to me - here, look!" Father stuck his tongue
out. It was practically etched with furrows from the strong
tobacco.
Either because of Father's words or the thick cloud of smoke - I
don't know which - the professor did not feel well. He stood up.
"Would you object if I forbid him to smoke?"
"Yes, I would . But if you can persuade him to stop, then I will
agree to it."
"Fine. Would you please tell Eiler that he must see me tomorrow
morning at 8:307"
Father was smoking again.
"I just don't care for that 'must see.' I will ask him to do it."
At this point I sneaked away. The next morning at 8:30 the
professor and I peacefully negotiated a solution to our problem.
(Translated by Donald K. Watkins)

THEJACKRABBIT
by CARLHANSEN
It was fairly early in the morning, about the time when one is
sure that day will emerge the victor in its battle against night if one
just gives it a chance to spit on its hands and get to work.
Jens Westerholm had been out in the barn since five o'clock.
The cows had been milked and fed, and the horses had also been
seen to.
It was good that he had finished so early, because now he could
go down to the meadow and bring up a load of hay before it began
to snow.
He didn't count on the weather. For the last few days the wind
had blown from the east, and now it came briskly out of the
northwest.
But the storm would probably hold off for most of the morning.
The clouds really hadn't begun to gather yet.
He looked out through the window.
What was that? Wasn't there a jackrabbit sitting out there by
the old well? One of the big, white, long-eared, genuine jackrabbits which were gradually becoming rather scarce.
Jens Westerholm jumped up with a start. He snatched the
shotgun from the corner behind the bed, dashed straight through
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the dining room and grabbed some shells out of a bureau drawer.
Mrs. Westerholm, short, hefty, and a little stooped, came in
from the kitchen. She was wearing a gray-checked slip and a red
nightjacket.
"What's going on7" she asked.
But her husband barely had time to answer. He raced out the
door.
"It's a jackrabbit!" he shouted over his shoulder.
His wife shuffled behind him. Out in the entry way he struggled
to get a pair of high boots on over his pant legs.
"Can't you wait for a cup of coffee?" she asked.
"Coffee," he sputtered, "do you think jackrabbits wait for
coffee?"
"Oh, alright, but listen, put on your fur coat, it's terribly cold."
He jerked the coat down from the peg with such force that the
loop snapped. Mrs. Westerholm, grasping the coat by its neck,
tried to help but she was too short . She stood for a moment and
tugged down on the shaggy collar; when she let loose, the fur coat
popped onto the man's back.
He charged out without closing the door.
"Be careful with the shotgun, " Mrs. Westerholm called . She
shivered for a few seconds in the frigid air, then closed the door and
walked heavily in to the coffee and the warm room. The man
sneaked around the corner of the house . The jackrabbit still sat by
the old well.
Westerholm drew back and eased a shell into the shotgun,
carefully took a few steps forward again and began to bring the gun
up to eye level, but the fur coat was in the way.
The jackrabbit saw him at that instant.
It was not actually frightened. It had seen a man dressed in fur
before, but it was always sensible to keep people, foxes, and other
malicious creatures at a distance.
For this reason it ran into the plowed field and sat again, not
very far away but far enough that shooting would be pointless.
Still, a shot from the straw-stack behind the hoghouse would do
the job. If you could sneak over there without being seen. The
hunter slowly slid along the side of the barn, hunkered behind a
wagon which almost filled the space between the two buildings,
and sneaked over to the hoghouse where the straw-stack stood.
He took his time as he very carefully raised his shotgun and let
go with a blast.
The jackrabbit made a terrific leap in the air, its hindlegs
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churning the air. It then raced madly up the plowed slope toward
the south.
Westerholm was certain he had hit the mark, and spots of blood
in the snow proved it.
High up on the knoll he saw a large white spot. It might, of
course, be a patch of snow left over from the snowfall early in the
week. The sun had shown every day since then but snow remained
on the north side of stones and other tall projections.
But, for that matter, it might also be the jackrabbit.
If it was the jackrabbit, it would be lousy luck not to get it.
The hunter hiked up the knoll, his boots pinched the corn on his
right foot and the little toe on his left foot. The heavy fur coat
forced sweat out of his chest and back.
But still he stepped resolutely across the uneven ground.
What a disappointment if it turns out not to be the jackrabbit
but only a white stone or a clump of snow.
But it was the rabbit.
It rose long before the hunter was near and slogged with short,
unsteady jumps down the slope southward toward the meadow. A
couple of times it stumbled and did a kind of somersault - clearly,
it was badly wounded.
Then it disappeared into the high, thick grass of the meadow.
But Westerholm knew precisely where it lay, and without
hesitation he marched down the slope. When he reached the barbed
wire fence he lay flat on the ground, rolled under, and rushed on.
He had unbuttoned his shaggy coat, which stood out from his body
like the two wings of a bat.
The jackrabbit wasn't where Westerholm thought it was.
But it simply had to be around here somewhere.
All at once it hopped from the spot that was least likely, ran
back under the barbed wire fence and diagonally up the knoll.
With the hunter after it!
He yanked off his coat, hung it on a fence post, and took off up
the slope at a run. The jackrabbit lay up on top, at this point it had
to be dead. Still, it would probably be best, just to make sure, to
give the rabbit a broadside now that it was within range. He blasted
away; the rabbit didn't move.
"Now that's good!"
A feeling of pride and happiness rose in the man's chest. He
wanted to shout hurrah and to swing his hat in the air. But he
controlled himself. People reserve hurrahs and the like for festive
occasions such as Danish Constitution Day and the Fourth of July.
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Briskly he paced over the top of the knoll; after a dozen steps he
stopped. The white spot had taken on a strangely wide, indistinct,
triangular shape.
Well, how could it be, a clump of snow!
Jens Westerholm was not in the habit of using profanity. He
was a gentle and religious man, a regular church-goer. He paid
fourteen dollars a year toward the minister's salary, but still he had
the feeling, as he glared at the clump of snow, that the situation at
this moment called for some hot language.
The clouds had begun to thicken and the northwesterly wind
wrapped itself icily around his body.
There , clear to the eye in the thin layer of snow, were the rabbit
tracks alongside the plowed furrow. The man spontaneously
followed them. After all, it would be pure idiocy to waste a couple
of hours without bringing something home to show for it .
The tracks pointed westward, down the slope again, over a
small depression where water had collected last summer and ruined
the oats. They continued up over a smooth ridge formed by a layer
of gravel and many rocks.
It was right there on top, where the snow had been blown
away, that the tracks disappeared.
Westerholm stopped . The clouds had become heavy and bluish
black. They drifted lazily across the sky, untroubled by the
northwest wind which whipped furiously over the prairie .
"Isn't this just the damndest." He stood leaning on the shotgun
and looked down toward the farm. Beneath the heavy gray
overcast it seemed so strangely distant.
Yes, he had probably best go back and fetch his fur coat. He
turned and began to walk. When he came down again to the ice in
the draw between the slopes, he found the jackrabbit I
It lay with its bloody mouth half open, its large eyes fixed. The
wind flapped one ear back and forth such that it almost looked
alive.
At this instant Jens Westerholm was deeply pleased. He could
have forgiven the sins of every person on earth, even Thomas
Lykke, who had _cheated him last fall over the cow with the three
teats .
Stooping to grasp the animal's hindlegs, he slung it over his
shoulder and headed home with long paces, forgetting about the
fur coat.
Now he was walking straight into the wind; the snow began as
ever so tiny, sharp grains which stung his face .
-25 -

His hands got icy cold - his mittens were back in the coat
pockets.
Now was no time to consider returning for the coat. At any
time now a fierce storm could be upon him.
He carried the shotgun in the crook of his arm with the one
hand sunk deeply into his pocket. He had to change arms every
minute.
He tried to run but lost his breath and had to turn away from
the wind in order to catch his breath.
And still the buildings lay so very far away, they could barely
be made out through the snow.
Never before had he thought that a walk across 160 acres was so
long. He forged on with long paces. His icy feet were tortured by
the boots. His legs quivered, and even though the wind cut through
his clothing, large drops of sweat formed on his forehead and
almost froze to his cheeks:
Every breath was torture, every step was a victory.
Finally he reached the straw-stack and threw himself down on
the leeward side. It seemed to him that he would have fallen lifeless
onto the field if the stack had been twenty steps further.
But it was no good to lie out here in the straw-stack. He got to
his knees, gathered his legs under him, and twice tried to rise. It
didn't work. He rolled over onto his stomach and raised himself,
cowlike, onto all fours. When he went to pick up the gun and the
jackrabbit he fell, striking a knee on the hard earth.
He reached the kitchen door but couldn't work the latch. His
wife came and opened the door. "Jens, Good Lordi What's
happened to you?" she said.
The man didn't answer. He tottered into the room, carefully
laid the rabbit on the table. The shotgun slipped from his fingers
and crashed to the floor as he fell onto a chair.
Mrs. Westerholm looked at her husband for a moment and then
ran out into the yard with a bowl. She quickly came back with the
bowl full of snow.
"Agnes, come down and help me!" she shouted up the stairway
to her daughter. "Dad is frozen!"
"I've never seen such a thing!" the daughter said when she came
down. They rubbed Westerholm's face and hands with snow until
the white spots gave way to a healthy pink color. He laid his head
back and dozed momentarily.
"Pull my boots off," he mumbled. His voice was rough and
raspy.
- 26-

But the boots would not budge, no matter how hard they tried.
"Bring a knife, Agnes." Mrs. Westerholm was a woman of
determination when the situation called for it.
She cut and dug in the hard leather. "Good Lordi" she said
again, "we need more snow, Agnes."
They now worked on his feet.
A gentle, beneficial warmth spread over the frozen man's body.
He moistened his split lips with his tongue, sat up straight in the
chair and stroked his forehead a couple of times, as if trying to
recall something he had almost forgotten.
"I think I'm hungry," he said, "I've, I've not had any coffee yet."
"Yes, we'll have coffee right away," his wife said hoarsely,
"lunch will be ready in a minute."
"Lunch? Well, I'll be, it's a quarter to twelve."
He stood up. His body was sore; his feet still had no feeling.
Agnes came in and began to set the table. She threw the rabbit
into the corner by the kitchen door, where it hit the floor with a
dead thud.
"Ugh, it stinks," she said. Her father lifted the animal and
placed it on a chair. He sat and affectionately stroked the soft pelt.
"How did it happen," his wife asked, 'that you got so terribly
cold7"
'Well, I didn't have my fur coat on."
"No coat! But you did . I helped you put it on this morning."
"Yes, but I took it off and left it hanging on a fence post out in
the field."
'Where?"
He sat stroking the rabbit's fur, slowly, as if he were still
thinking about something he could not figure out.
"Where?"
"Down there," he pointed, "between our and Rasmas Beck's
place."
''You left your good fur coat there, a coat you gave thirty-five
dollars for, and all for the sake of a jackrabbit that's not worth a
quarter?" She glanced scornfully down at the animal whose head
dangled from the edge of the chair.
"It smells," Agnes said.
Mrs. Westerholm was furious. Her back straightened up and
grew in breadth as she moved between the dining room and the
kitchen. Her husband knew that when her arms jutted at a certain
angle from her body and her fingers stiffened she wasn't safe to be
around.
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The atmosphere in the dining room was sultry when the family
ate. When Agnes got up from the table and walked past the
jackrabbit, she wrinkled her nose and said "fooeyl"
Then Mrs. Westerholm raised her voice to ask, "What do you
want to do with it?"
"Well, naturally we'll skin it and gut it and wash it and so on,
that was my idea, and then we could invite the Rasmus Becks over
for dinner, you know, something a little special."
''Yes, and the Anders Hansens and the Niels M0llers and the
Hans Bruuns, and perhaps the minister and the whole congregation
too. Then we could display the critter on the bureau and let them
file by and smell it. Most of them would be satisfied after they had
gotten a noseful. And who, pray tell, did you figure was going to
skin it and get it ready?"
The man did not answer, but simply continued to stroke the
rabbit's pelt mechanically.
"It is a question to be answered, because I won 't do it, you can 't
do it, and Agnes may not do it. Nor would I ever consider frying or
boiling a limp cat like that."
"The doctor I worked for last winter," Agnes said, "he said that
animals like that might have 'disease bacteriers'."
Jens Westerholm stood up, stuck his stocking feet into a pair of
slippers, went into the entry way and put on his lambskin jacket.
From the pockets he pulled some cloth gloves, took the jackrabbit
by a hindleg and went out into the yard.
He paused briefly and gazed into the sky . The snow was flying
on a level plane, as if it were pouring out of some gigantic hole far
down to the northwest, never to fall peacefully to earth. He leaned
forward into the wind and took long steps toward the old well. He
lifted a loose board with his left hand, and with his right hand he
held the jackrabbit over the opening and let it fall.
He heard a splash when it reached the water. Then he replaced
the board and walked over toward the barn.
The cattle were bellowing, they hadn't been watered yet.
(Translated by Donald Watkins)

THE STREETCAR MOTORMAN
by CARL HANSEN
Peter Sindahl had been a streetcar motorman in Milwaukee for
eighteen years.
His wife, Kaja, nee Senefelder, was no longer the lively, nimble
beauty he had met in the Danish Society. Now she weighed all of
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two hundred American pounds, but she kept her house in order
with a vengeance. The children - three boys and a girl - always
had clean noses, faces, and clothing.
Granted that she was rather loud and sharp-tongued and now
and then had fights with the neighbor ladies, she was also selfsacrificing and good to her husband and children. No one could
deny that she was an able and frugal housewife.
In the course of the years the Sindahls had become people of
some means. The property, including the chicken house, was not
mortgaged; their daughter's piano, the expensive carpet and the
fine furniture had been paid for. Beyond this a respectable sum in
the bank grew larger each month and earned interest every six
months. Peter had no reason to complain, and he didn't.
Nevertheless, life had not been a bed of roses for eighteen years.
First came the "Great Panic," when banks failed and businesses
closed their doors, a time when people could not afford to ride the
streetcars, and it appeared as though the world was standing still. It
was during this time that Peter had begun to wish he owned a farm
somewhere in the west .
"When you grow wheat and rye and have cows and pigs," he
said to Kaja, "you always have got food in the house."
Kaja was from the big city, but she understood the basic
wisdom in her husband's words. It would be nice to have freshly
churned butter and thick cream on the table and a side of pork
hanging in the cellar.
But for the present there could be no thought of buying a farm.
That took money, and for the time being it looked as if there was
no money in the whole world.
Then a new president was elected, and the hard times were
over. Banks and stores opened their doors, and the factories started
up. People again had money to ride streetcars with.
Unrest came with the good times. One evening Peter returned
home from a meeting of the Streetcar Workers Union and told that
the men had voted to strike for higher pay and shorter hours.
"What did you vote for?" Kaja said.
"I didn't vote at all," Peter said.
No more was said of the matter that evening, but the question
became urgent a few days later. The union men's talks with the
directors produced no results. Peter was in a quandry.
"I have obligations toward my fellow workers," he said.
For a whole week there were riots. Police stood on the streetcars
with loaded guns. In the business district fights broke out on every
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other street corner. Stones and pieces of wood flew through the air.
Peter came home with a gash on his forehead.
In those days it was a question of who suffered more, he who
stood at the controls of the electric car or she who sat at home by
the cradle. Each time she heard wagon wheels she feared it was the
ambulance bringing her husband's broken body.
Peter became thin and worn.
"I'm not afraid of the rocks," he said, "it's just that my fellow
workers stand on the street corners and watch me, and the boys
shout 'scabs' and the women yell threats."
Kaja did not know what to do either. "It was probably wrong of
me," she thought, "to talk him into staying on the job. But it was
the children I was thinking of."
The streetcar company lost a great deal of money each day. The
directors made concessions, and after an all-night meeting the
strike was called off. On one single point there was a whole hour's
discussion. The directors demanded that Peter Sindahl, the oldest
of the company's employees, be allowed to keep his job. They got
their way.
Nobody abused him, but for a year, until the strike was
forgotten, Peter was a lonely man among his colleagues. His
longing for a farm out there in Minnesota grew stronger. It was just
a pity he had not bought a piece of land there several years ago.
The prices now asked by real estate agents were absurd. His savings
were a drop in the bucket; borrowing and debt were the only way.
If he waited a year or two he could possibly sell his property in
Milwaukee for a fairly high price. It looked as though the city was
growing in that direction.
The city did grow in the Sindahls' direction, and in every other
direction too. The huge, world-famous breweries doubled their
assets, size, and workforce. Factories were built, multistoried office
buildings were erected, and homes crept far out into the countryside.
Milwaukee had become a metropolis. Policemen stood in the
main streets and directed traffic. Inspite of this it was difficult to
drive the streetcar through the jam of pedestrians, bicycles, motorcycles, wagons, and automobiles. And every now and then there
was an accident . No. 312 collided with an automobile and injured
an eld~rly l_ady, and No. 266 ran over a J,oy, who lost~ leg.
There were also so many regulations and directives to be
learned by heart and followed. If a streetcar arrived at the end of
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the line a couple of minutes late, the motorman had to provide an
explanation at the office.
One November morning at five o'clock Peter Sindahl drove out
from the Central Station. The car ran empty for a ways down the
main street and stopped in front of the fashionable nightclub where
two young, well-dressed gentlemen stood supporting one another.
A rather old, broad-shouldered woman stood on the next corner;
she had been washing stairs all night in the Continental Building.
After a couple more streets the car reached the "Herald," the largest
newspaper building in the city. Here a reporter, a copy-editor and a
few type-setters had finished the night shift and wanted to go
home. This stop was followed by a stretch where the streetcar
could reach top speed, but it had to stop at the Chicago and
Northwestern tracks, where an endless freight train moved at a
snail's pace. Peter stood with his watch in hand; he impatiently
stomped with his foot on the bell switch, which the locomotive
answered with a few dispirited coughs. It took five minutes for the
tracks to clear. A lady with five children waited at the train station.
The conductor had to get down and help the smallest ones on.
When the lady had taken a seat she discovered that she was on the
wrong car; more valuable minutes were lost. Down in the bluecollar section of town patient men stood with their lunch pails on
every other corner. The car was packed to overflowing.
Lake Michigan spread a raw, clammy fog out over the city.
Peter Sindahl shivered. He reached a long, open stretch where he
could run at full speed, but still he was six minutes late. There
would be trouble at the office and maybe a mild rebuke from the
new superintendent, who would use the opportunity to show what
a tough fellow he was. What good were all the regulations and
directives, accidents would still happen, that was certain, it was
just a matter of when. So here he stood at this time of day and froze
like a dog. It was stupid, he thought, that he hadn't bought a farm
long ago, but now, finally, was the time to do it. There were 3700
dollars in the bank. The house and lot could be sold for a couple of
thousand dollars when the day came. There was enough money to
buy eighty acres. That was enough land, and you would not have
to slave so much. Down at the fire station one could get a couple of
light-brown horses cheaply. Light-brown horses ... that was what
the farmer and county commissioner Lars Thomsen had in Jerslev
many years ago. One also ought to have five or six cows of a good
breed. Jerseys gave the most milk, people said, but Holsteins are
more impressive. And then there had to be a large, rectangular pen
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for hogs, black and white hogs in all sizes, they made for a nice
sight. They were money, too, cows and hogs were money
nowadays. In the fall you would cultivate with a gleaming plow
pulled by light-brown horses. Long, straight furrows. At home in
Jerslev Lars Thomsen always said that Peter was the best plowman
he had ever had. And now that same plowman had the money to
buy a farm that was every bit as large and worth as much as ... .
Clang! clang! clang! clang! What was that? Good Lord, was it
the river? The bell signaled in fog and darkness that the bridge was
open. The bridge he had always been careful of. He could make it
out as an enormous, gaping chasm that wanted to swallow him and
all the riders on the streetcar. With all of his strength he turned the
brake wheel. From inside the car he heard screams and shouts.
Good God, oh, good God! There are men in here with wives and
young children at home. The wheels of the streetcar, slick from
frost, made another revolution inspite of the brake. He again
grasped the brake wheel, collected all of his strength and jerked. A
stabbing pain raced through his right shoulder. His vision turned to
darkness and he sank like a dead mass onto the floor of the car.
One of the passengers - it was the journalist - had a ruler in
his pocket. He slowly took it out and measured. It was precisely
two inches from the front wheels to the end of the track and the
river .
A man named Peter Sindahl lives somewhere in southwestern
Minnesota . His right arm is crippled and people who know him tell
the story that he once braked a streetcar with such force that he
yanked the arm from the shoulder socket. He himself never speaks
of the incident .
Quietly and contentedly he putters around with the calves and
pigs while his sons work in the field.
He is a homebody; it is painful for him to be away from home.
A couple of years ago his wife persuaded him to travel to an
exhibition in Minneapolis, but he came home with the first train.
He could not bear to look at electric streetcars.
(Translated by Donald Watkins)

